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“Bpell it,” sald Constance, biting the
end of her pencil.

Lols glanced at the slip of paper be-
slde her. “L'HMommedieu,” she spelled
out glowly, “First name Paul. What
does that mean, Connie?”

“"Man of God, doesn't it, or God's
man. Very mediaeval, lsn't {t? Have
¥ou seen him?"

Lois nodded absently, her hands idle
on her lap, her eyes looking out of the
west window to where the falls awept
over the dam in a great flashing horse-
shoe of light and foam. Above It the
logs were piled high in a jaum. FKFrom
the window she could see tha men
working on them, pryving, pushing, try-
Ing to release them

“It's the second day,” Constance
talked on with the easy cheerfulness
of sixteen She was fresh from the
onvent up at Grandiere, the quaint
old Canadian town across the Straits
Here in the white pine country of the
‘Peninsula she seemed lost

Lois was different. Years ugo when
both girls were children, a man had
ridden one day up through the great
forests from the lake settlements, and
he carried a child before him on the
lmddlr.', a girl with great, dark-lashed
olue eyes like his own, and short curly
brown halr
{ “She had for mother a French girl
down Charlevoix way,” he told Con-
stance's mother and father, who kept
the blg log house boarding place above
the falls, where the loggers lived in
the season. “She Is very qulet little
girl. 8She will not bother anybody. |
will take care of her, and pay for her.”

"You any relation ro her?” asked
Betty Morgan, in her cheerful way that
no one took offense from. “8She looks
just like you."

. "She is my daughter,” the man told
her simply., “Her mother is very beau-
titul girl”

! "Where 18 she?" asked Betty blunt-
ly eyeing the child, and noting the
good quallty of her clothes. This was
no logger's child, she decided.

“8he is dead, but one month now,”
he answered gravely, one hand upon
the ehild’'s head “After this Lols and
myself we have to grow up together,
eh, Lols?"

He had stayed there In the white
plne country for years, making few
friends, living at the Morgans, work-
Ing steadily, happy to watch the child
grow and blossom. She was a tall,
strong limbed girl, unlike the fufty-
halred, blueeyed Constance, She could
sgtep from log to log like the men, and
loved to climb on the plled up mass of
a jam above the falls, and peer over
at the foaming, leaping water far be-
low.

“It makes me dizzy to do that, lLols™
Connie would say. “How can you? You
are like a boy."

“Ah, If she had been a boy, history
would have been all changed,” her
father would exclaim, a sudden glow
llightening his eyea. “Then she wonld
have taken up my work and finlshed
it; now I must leave it go for her
gake, and rest always beslde her"

As she grew older the words had a
new meaning for Lols.

“There is somebody you would take
revenge on," she asked one day, with
a touch of hlg own abruptness, He
met har gaze ln sllence for a mipute.

“How old are youn, Lols?"

“Nearly sixteen."

“Your mother was nineteen when
you were born. She s so beautiful,
Lols; 1 can never tell you how beaut)-
ful she was. And there {s one man
who hates me nlways because | have
married her. He followed me down
from the Btraits, then back up through
the Territory, then down again. always
we know he |8 just thers, behind us
And finally, one night he came to our
place. our house, and she gits by the
fire rocking you to sleep. We are far
iIn the woods, s0o we give always the
night's shelter to anybody who is lost
Bat when | see his face, | remember
him, and your mother put you down
quickly, and comes between us, even
while he lifts his gun and shoots at
me."

[ois' strong young hand clasped his
dghtly. Her cheek wasa pressed agalnst
4is knee as she knelt beside him.

“Did he get away?”

“Yes, | have to look after her first,

“He patted her halr gently. “Some
day maybe we will find him™"

“If we ever do."” whispered Lots, “it
won't make any difference, my belng a
girl.’ 1 will help you. father.™

But the breath of life slipped out of
sld Fontalpe before his heart's desire
came true, and Lols had been left
alone at the Morgane., Connie went to
the convent, but she remalned alone in
the woods, with old Mra.  MNorgan
Then every epring when the logs were
floated down the river, there came
Paul L'Hommedleu up from the lake
gettlements to work In the logging

camp. He was the first man, whose
eves had looked stralght into Lois’,
whose broad young shoulders over.

topped her own, who was not afrald
of her keen wit and swift tongue, or
chilly ways, And the third spring,
when Connle came home from the con-
vent, he had told Loia that he loved
her, and would take her away with

him to the Inke towns when the log-
ging season was over,

Constance knew nothing of the love
that had grown In the shadow of the
great towering pines, and very charm-
ingly, very [rankly, ahe bestowed her
coquetries and favors on the tall,
blonde lumberman,

“Make eyes and shrug shoulders at
the other men,” Lols told her, curtly
“Paul is mine."

“Is he?" laughed Constance. “You
have good taste
“That night the two girls stood

watching the jam. and mep working
on it like beavers. Paul puased a mo-
ment by their side.

“In Charlevolx we have nothing llke
this, Lols,” he said, tenderly. “You will
miss it."

Constance’s laghes drooped.

“You ure from Charlevolx?” she ask-
ed Innocently.

All that afternoon she had been
making Inquirlies among the other
men, and the whole past of the lad
lay open to her. She knew that he had
Ignored her advances, and the little
tang of Indian blood that ran in her
veins from big Kirk Morgan sang lts
own little song of revenge., “Did you
ever know a man there name Fon-
laine?”

Noth Lols and Paul
at her

"Louin Fontane?”

"He was Lois' father” Constance
smiled giraight up Into his
eyes  She had found out that the man
who had ghot Lols' mother wus named
L'Hommedien. ‘The startled look In
Paul's eyes dld the rest for her. “Eh,
Paul, if it were only twenty years ago,
and yonr father could meet him here,
there would be more tragedy. 1t would
mnke our old woods liveller."

Lois' eyes questioned him mutely.
Did the bar of red lie between them,
making their love almost a horror to
think of? His own eyes were filled
with startled dread,

A cry ol the men on the jam made
him leap for the nearest logs, as the
muss started to move towards the
falls. He hod gained the summit of
the jam. Lois watched him with a
quick beating heart. She heard Con-
stance laugh beside her.

“Is he yours now?" she asked, soft- |
ly. |

The men were leaping from the logs l
now, as they neared the falls., It w:-ml
risky work, always to catch a foothold |
on the swirling, ever turning, slippery |
logs, The last was Paul. A log caught |
in midstream and swept crossways. |
Another dovetailed it, more clambered
like living things on its ridge, and a
second jam was threatened. Paul
worked steadily, deftly, while the men
shouted to him of his danger, there on
the very brink of the falls. When the
logs parted, he might be swept to cer-
tain death with them. And suddenly
Lols started out towards him over the
logs. She had no thought of saving
him, rather a desperate longing to go
with him when he went over. But the
shout from the shore unnerved him,
and as he looked back to catch ita
cause, he lost his footing, and fell
backwards Into the water. g

At gny second the jam might glve
way and sweep them over, but Lols
reached the place, and as he rose she
caught him, and hauled him half way |
up on the logs. He had been struck |
on the back of the head and was half
unconsclous, but she held him unti! |
Morgan and another lumberman had
come to the rescue. And just as they
reached the ghore In safety with their |
burden the jam gave way with a |
mighty roar and the logs dashed over |
the falla llke jackstraws.

It was the pnext week after Con-
stance had gone back to the convent
that Paul opened his eyes and looked
at the figure beside his bed. His head
was bandaged and hls whole body
throbbed with pain. One thing In all
the world seemed to stand out clearly |
—Loig' uplifted face, with the deep |
blue eyes, and dark curly mass of halr
around it, and her lips, a wonderful
deep coral red against the clear olive
of her fnce

“Was it not punishment enough to
know he had killed the one he loved?"
he asked slowly. “He suffered most,
Lols. 1 can remember. He was not
my father, but my father’s younger
brother., We came down from the
Stralts to care for him after he lost
his mind. | can alwaysa see him pae-
Ing up and down the sand on the lake
ghorae, calling to Lols to come back
and set him free from torment. 1 did
ot know that 1 would love Lois too—
another Lols.™

L.ois knelt beside the bed and lald
her face against his head, as she had
loved to do to her father's, and both
knew the bar of red could ecast no
flame of ruin over thelr young lives.
l.ove had turned It to living gold.

turned to look

wlowly,

Scholarly, Industrious Writer.

The death In England of Prof. Al
fred John Church has terminated a
carger of extraordinary physieal vigor
and lHterary activity. Professor
Church was best known to scholars
ns the tranglator with W, J. Brodribb
of Tacitus' and Pliny's leltera. But
he hnd a much larger audience among
Eng!ish boys and girls by his popular
versiopns from Hemer, Virgll, Herodo-
tus and Livy. Altogether he was the
author of some geventy books, which,
however, must have represented a
comparatively small part of his liter.
ary Iahors, If The Natlon's statement
{s true that he was the author of near-
ly 40,000 book. reviews. Moast of his
eritical work was done for The Spec
tator, to which he was Introduced by
R. H. Hutton He was for a time
curate to F. D. Maurice. He was all
his life a cricketer, and as A fisher
man had & Britlsh record of eatching
seventy-four salmon In five weeks,
When he was over seventy he took up
golf —New York Evening Post.

“If birds could be taught to talk,
what language would they speak?

“Plgeon Engiieh, of course.”

SOMETHNG

SO ipe

LITTLEONES

BRONX CAMEL IS HOMESICK

Animal In New York Zoo Quite Down-
hearted and Loses All Interest in
Life—Strange Case.

That animals may sufTer from home-
glckness is Indleated by a story In the
New York Times concerning a Bac-
triapn camel In the Bronx park zoo.
Shelk Ia not up to his osual spirits.
Sheik, It must be understood, {8 not
sick. He Is simply downhearted, and
his Intereat in life has lessened, It
was Curator Ditmars who finally diag-
nogsed his case, and according to hls
theory Shelk {s simply suffering from

homeglekness

He will erouch for hours outaide his
house, and aften he will turn his face
toward the street and gaze with eyes
in which there s a faraway expres
slon out upon the boulevard His In
terest 18 not In those who pass, for
he had even become indifferent to the
Jest about the camel's abstemions
habits Mr, Ditmars, who holds
opinlon that animals have minds and
can exercise them, belleves that Shelk,
In his mind, ls once more on the des
ort

The cauge of the camel’'s state of
mind, in Mr. Ditmar’s theory, is a
most remarkable one, and one of the
gtrangest which he has come across in
Wis animal studies. There is a great

Shelk, the Homesick Camel.

deal of building belng done In the
Bronx in the vicinity of the park. In
addition just now trolley tracks are
being lald within view of Sheik's In:
closure. As a result of these opera-
tions great quantities of sand had
been deposited within the animal's
view. It was a plle of unusual size
and spread out over considerable
space,

In the few warm days the heat of
the sun arose in a haze from the sand
As Sheik looked out upon this minia-
ture desert, warm in the sun and com
forting to hig eves, he was filled with
a longing for the days before he be
came 1 mere specimen In a collection

"of animals, wild and otherwlse.

GAME OF_TENNIS IS POPULAR

Matchless as Lure to Open With
First Breath of Spring and Not
Abandoned Until Fall.

The tennis plaver wlill tell you that
his game is matchless as a lure to the
open with the first bLreath of real
gpring, and not to be abandoned until
“the frost !s on the pumpkin and the

corn I8 in the shock.”

If the derivation of the name golf
be In doubt, though It Is gquite certain-
ly from the Dutch “Kolfe,” meaning
club, the derivation of tennis is yet
more obscure. The best that can be
sald of It is that it Is probably from
the old French “tenez,” the Impera
tive of tenir, to selze, or take, that Is
the ball. Tennis as it {s played in the
open, usually called “lawn tennis,” Is
the legitimate daughter of the anclent
English game of racquet which was
played in ths covered court, and there
fore the name “tenniz court” which ‘s
used for the place of the game any
whore

Nobody can see a game of lawn ten
nls and not be fascinated with It. As
played in Amerlea it I8 usually a social
game of the sexes, and Dan Cupld 1a
often un invisible but very palpable
apectator, paradoxical as that may
seem. The place of the play e a
“court” In more ways than oue For
the cultivation of grace of physical ae
tlon, no game ever invented was su
perior to lawn tennls, It guleckens the
mind and eye, appeals to every sense
and sentiment, Posalbly no other
game has been responsible for a0
many honeymoons, and a misfit hall
I8 not the ouly thing caught In the
net, The pretty racquets, whose own
ers care for them as a virtuoso on
resses and cares for his violin, when
wielded by mascullne muscle or bean
tiful feminine hands with arms, body,
hips, head, neck, logs, all lithe and all
In graceful action, forma a praty
scene of life and gayety

Slightly Twisted.

A certaln Bunday school tesncher In
town who bas a class of boys of "as
sorted sizes” establlshed the cusiom
in her class of repeating each Suunday
n scripture passage In unlson ustil It
was firmly impianted in the “vagraut
minds.” The selection for the Sunday

in question wans, “'Tis I, be npot
afrald,” and after the usual moental
gymnastics had been gone through,

after an expectant hush, one promis
Ing youth volunteeped the Information
that he knew. “Well, what s
wikod the teacher. “It's me, don't get
akoored,” was bis rendition of the
Verge,

1o 9%
it?
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FIND AMUSEMENT IN PUZZLE

Object of Inventien By Maine Man ls
to Remove Rings From Around
Body of a Grotesque Manikin,

An amusing and by no means easy
puzzle has Leen Invented by a Malne
man. The object of the puzzle ls to
remove a ring from around the body
of a grotesque manlkin, For the pur
pose of the puzzle the legs and the
rest of the figure are In separate gec:
tiona, the legs belng pivoted at the
lower part of the bhody, Also, the legs
are bowed outwardly so that thel:

Amusing Puzzle.

width s more than the Inside dinm |
eler of the ring. The arms of the fig- |
ure are stretched far out so that the
outglde dlameter of the ring Is less
than the distance between the out
siretched arms, At first glance, taking
these things Into conslderntion, it
would seem imposeible to remove the
ring, but it can be done and, as you |
will realize on gecond thought, the se-
cret lies In moving the legs to the
right position,

GAME APPARATUS IS UNIQUE

Pastime Called Gun Blillards Requires
Considerable 8kill In Playlng—
Affords Much Amusement.

In deseriblng a game apparatus In
vented by A. Relbztein of New York, |

the Sclentific Amerlcan says;

"The object of this Inventlon Is to
provide a new and improved game ap- l
paratus, which s preferably called
gun billlards, and arranged to require |
conslderable skill in successfully play- [
lng the game, and to afford amuse-
ment to the players and the f.mlmk-|
ers. For the purpose mentioned, use |
Is made of a continually moving ball f
cartier having epaced supporting
means for supporting balls carrled

Game Apparatus. |
|

muzzle of a manually-con- |

the
trolled gun, for knocking off, the balls |
from the carrier onto a counting table
baving retalning means [(or the lml].'
In the accompanying {llustration the

past

game apparatus

is shown in a per-'
spective view."”

MAN'S LANGUAGE TO BRUTES

Peculiar Click and Chirp Used to Start
and Hasten Horses Used In
Many Parts of World.

The tale of the farmer In the Ara.
blan Nights who could understand the
language of animals and fow!ls in his
barnyard probably had Ite origin In
the anclent myth which asserted that
in primitive times men and beasts
were sble to converse together,

In truth, as everybody knows, there
are certaln sounds, or words, which
horses, dogs and other anilmals can be
taught to understand; and, on the oth-
or hand, some of the sounds uttered
by domestic animals have a meaning
that man can understand. All this is,
of course, u very different thing from
language, and yel It bas a certain
poientific Interest, evidenced by the
varlous Investigantions that have been
made,

It has been shown, for Instance, with
referenge to the language used In talk-
ing to domestic animals that people
upconsciously attempt to lower thelr
language by abbreviations, ete, to the
comprehension of brutes, very much
a8 they do when they talk to young
children. A curlous fact {8 that the
peculiar ellck and ebirp used to start
and to hasten the movements of
horses are employed In wldely sepa-
rated parts of the world, but some
times In a reverse sense. In Indla,
for example. those soundg are used
to stop Instead of to start horses,

Food for Fishes,

“Now, Busle,”” sald the
achool teacher, "you may
next verse.”

The lttle girl read, “Cast thy bread
upon the waters™

“Why should we cast our Dbreagd
upon the walers? asked the teacher

“‘Cause the fishes have to be fed,"
wns the reply.

Sunday
read the

Brother Was Too Small.
Elgle, aged 4, was taken In to ses
the new baby brother that had recent
Iy arrived “Mamma,” she sald, after
looking the baby over, “why didn't you
pay a deollar more and get a slze
larger "

U.S. STUDENTS FRIVOLOUS?

Carnegle fund

If his complexion werse a shade
lighter, n short heavy, epectacled man
who has been nearly a month in this
country studying conditions and lec
turing at unlversities, could easily
pose as Rudyard Kipling, the great
Engllah author, He I8 Dr. Inazo
Nitobe, Tokyo, Japan, So much does
Dr. Nitobe resemble Rudyard Kipling,
at one view of his countenance, that
it Is really startling. But It Is a one
view effect only. When he turns again
he looka only llke the typleal Japa
nese that he is,

His mind is fllled with Impreas
slons that are reglstered by two sharp
brown eyes that look through heavy
gpectacles. Dr, Nitobe, who has been
studying the country, and its people,
and Incidentally has been glving some
thought to the student while lecturing
at universities, is the first representa
tive of the pedagogues who are to
come to this country under the anr
rangement provided by means of thae

Dr, Nitobe is presldent of First Higher college of Tokyo.

He sayd that he does not find the boy students in the United States oe

cupylng the high moral plane that he had expected.

Also that he observed

that the men are for less serlous In the work than the Japanese students.
“In thia country there s not the application that ls characterlstic of

the Japanese students,'” sald Dr. Nitobe,

“Here one finds less grinding, less

midnight oll Is burned and there I3 less dlaposition to take the course seri

ously,

Probably we are too serfous In Japan.

I sometimes think we are

Yet T do not' think that the average student here really has his heart In the

work."

TO FOUND NEW CITY OF ZION

Mrs, Jane Dowle, widow of
Inte John Alexander Dowle, first apos-
tle of Zion, is nttempting a reconstruc-
tion of the Zionist movement in Chi-
LETA

Helleving hersell divinely inspired
to carry out the work her hugband
began, Mra., Dowle came to Chicago
lagt fall and gathered about her the

lew remaining members of the
prophat’s original flock. An exlle from
Zion City and the tabernacles her

husband founded, she planned to re-
bulld the Zlon congregation with the
afid of Gladstone Dowle, “unkissed"
son of the departed Elljah 11, ’

The younger Dowle was In full
sympathy with the plans of his
mother, but apparently lacked the
divine Inspiration for the task she has
undertaken, He had already resigned
from the present church at Zion Clty
following the assumption of absolute
control of Wilbur Glenn Voliva, gen-
ernl overseer and successor apparent

the

==

o

to the first apostle and {8 now studying for the Episcopal ministry,

Mrs,

Dowie has not allowed the defectlion of her son to dismay her,

but has regained spirftual communion with nearly 1,000 of the original con-

gregation.

The rennion of the present flock, she declares, does not mean

a schiam from the religlous teachings of the parent church.
Faith heallng, as 4n the original Zionist code Instituted by John Alex-
ander Dowle, ocenpies the most prominent place in the work of the recon-

structed congregation.,

Mre, Dowle claims the power to heal all bodlly {lls

through the medinm of prayver and administers to the needs of her own lit-

tle group of followers.

VICTORIA WINNER IN SPAIN

tom, a peasant woman from Catalonia

heir to the thromne,

Queen Victorla of Spain s slowly
but surely winning the atfection of the
Spanish people, who at firat strongly
disapproved of her and her English
ways, In fact, if King Alfonso suc
ceeda In keeping his throne it will he
due I part to the domestic virtues ol
his wife. Queen Victorla has set a
new fashion In Spanish soclety, that
of mothers taking personal Interest
In their children.

Queen Victoria practically devotes
her life to her bables. She oversees
the work of the nurses and occaslonal
ly may be seen on the grounds of the
palace wheellng the Princess Beatrice
in her speclally imported English
perambulator just llke any English
mother, All this I8 In deflance of the
rigorous court etlquettea of Spain,
which demands that a queen should
leave the care of her children entirely
to others.

When the princs of the Asturias
was born, according to historical cus
was engaged to act as nurse to the

Bhe was n very handsome Catalonlan and wore the

elaborate and pleturesque national costume, but Queen Victorla soon dis
covered that zhe was entirely ignorant of hyglene and modern Ildeas con-

cerning the care of a baby.
to dellver the young prince over to
moved her from her position.

The result was that the queen firmly refused

the new nurse and no expostulation

She finally gave the Catalonian peasant a sum of money ns well as a
new outfit of e¢lothes and sent her back to her native province,

AMERICAN WIDOW WINS NOBLE

A white and gold gown, wiith a
collar and tiara of diamonds and sap-
phires, won for the beautiful Mrs.
Wylie Reynolds of Jackson, Mich., an
Itallan nobleman with the bload of
Hourbon kings in his veins, and Parils
dressmakers and modistes are busy
npon one of the most elaborate trous-
sesus which has left the city since
Princess Marle Bonaparte married
Prince George of Greece, In 1507,

Mrs., Reynolds s the widow of a
milllonalre banker. The Itallan noble-
man whom she has won is Baron dl
Franclacl, son of Marchese dl Trian-
ara. Hia family I8 connected with the
Hourbons of Parma and the Bourbons
of the Two Sicllles, who are them-
selves brunches of the oldest royal
house in the world. Haron dl Fran-
clsel Is even richer than hls flances,
und takes an active Interest in the
Hie of his country, Added to these s
the fauct that he helongs to the oldest
Neapolltan nobllity, all of which make

him, in matchmaking eyes, the best oateh of the season, in that country.
The widow met the baron at a reception glven by Count Primoll, when
she wore the dlamond and sapphire tlara and white and gold gown.




